
Walter Raleigh's Pipe
fHE pipe which Sir Walter Raleigh, the intrepid navi¬

gator, smoked on the scaffold at Tyburn, in 1618,
is now said to be in the private museum belonging to
an English firm of tobacconists.

The Oldest Inscriptions
INSCRIPTIONS on animals' bones are the earliest form

of Chinese writing. The British Museum possesses a

few specimens of these most unique curios, dating many
ccnturies before modern civilization.

THE FORTUNE HUNTER - By Ruby M. Ayres
A Seeker of ThriUs Finds Himself

Mistaken for Another and Thereby
Becomes Enmeshed in a Maze

of Love and Mystery.
(Continued from Yesterday.) '

|TF he atayed he believed there
I I could be no happiness for

|JL either of them. After what
had happened she could never

really trust him again.
She had said that sho loved him,

but the Fortune Hunter knew
well enough that there is such a

thing as a pity which is not
really a near kin to love, but only
a very poor distant relation.
He went back, step by step,

.ver every hour spent with Anne
since fate had brought him to
Somerton, and he realized with
an agony of remorse that he had
done little to repay her goodness
and devotion.

It semeed to him, too, in the
height of his misery, that, given
the time over again, It would have
been so easy to tell h?r the whole
truth from the beginning and
trust to her love for forgiveness.
He felt that he had been a mad¬
man not to take Oarry Cannon's
advice even at the eleventh hour
and play the man. But it was all
ao many weary days too late.
Nothing could bring back the

past, with Its many wasted op¬
portunities.
And, after all, she had been

married to the man whom he
had found dead in the woods that
afternoon. Bitterest Jealousy ad¬
ded to his pain of remorse as

he wondered why he had never

before guessed the truth.
So many times she had said

things that should have told him.
Even as far back as that first
morning they spent together on

the island and she had said:
"And if uncle asks you about

our.our wedding what shall
jrou tell him?"
What a callous brute she must

thought him!
And again, only two days ago,

¦he had said bitterly. "I still
have one ring of yours, which I
have never dared to wear,"
Even that had not told him.

and now the game was gt an

.nd. The lights were out and
presently the curtain would be
rung down between .them forever.
He sat with his head in his

hands till the long night' had
passed away and the first gray
Streak of dawn began to mingle
with the moonlight: then he rose.
Stretched his cramped limbs and
drew up the blind. *

The white road lay there be¬
yond the garden, long and de¬
serted, as if it were patiently
Waiting for him to go back to it
.to start again on his weary
tramp through life.

JUST BONDAGE.
He had known happy days In

the highways and byways.days
free from care and responsibility,
but they were things of the past,
never to come again. It was to

eternal bondage, not freedom,
tnat he would be returning pres¬

ently, when he took the road

again.
He changed his clothes and put

on the old worn suit In which he
had come to Somerton. Then
he unlocked all the drawers and
boxes that held John Smith's pos¬
sessions and laid the keys on the
dressing table.
Somewhere In the house a clock

¦truck four. He crossed the
room noiselessly, opened the door
.nd looked out to the landing.
All was dark and still, but a

faint apprehension prevented him
from going out that way and risk¬
ing meeting anyone, and he went
back again Into the room, clos¬
ing the door behind him, and
Softly unlatched the window.
The scent of the climbing yel¬

low rose, fading now beneath the
chill breath of autumn, came to
him faintly on tfie inisty morn¬

ing air, and he leaned down and,
with unsteady hands, broke off
one of the dying blooms and put
It away In his coat; then he
pushed the window more widely
open and swung himself out on to
the sill.
For a moment he hesitated, his

heart torn with unbearable pain
and longing; then slowly he let
himself down till he hung only
by his hands. A moment: then
he let go. and dropped noiseless
to the sloping lawn below.
He stood for a moment, hat In

hand, looking up at the dark face
of the house.

It was growing light, and the
trees and shrubs all nround were

creeping out of the dnikness like
queer, shapeless figures: an eerie
world it seemed, and one which

K he had never be'ore chanced upon
in hla wandei a.

He had almoat reached the
garden gate when out of the
shadows something stirred and a
man's hoarse cough broke the
silence.»
The Fortune Hunter stood still,

his heartbeats quickening a little,
for he knew who waited there
for him, end, with a morbid
dread of being moved from his
determination, he turned hur¬
riedly back, skirted the boundary
of the garden till he reached a

low part of the wall some twenty
feet from the spot where Fernie
kept his patient vigil: then h«
climbed it and dropped Into the
road below.
He walked swiftly away to¬

wards the village, then, without
a backward glance, his head down-
bent, his shoulders drooping, still
carrying his shabby hat, and
presently the morning mist and
the mist from Ike river together
shut out Cherry Lodge as If with
an obscuring veil.
TO LONDON.

In his numbed heart was a

vague feeling of gratitude to

Fernie that he had waited bo long
and patiently through the chilly
autumn night to say good-bye, or,
perhaps, to try and persuade Mm
npt to go. It Was something to
know that perhaps the old man

felt a shadow of regret, even of
affection.
At the end of the village a

signpost stood at cross roads, and
the Fortune Hunter glanced up
at the directions mechanically.
"To London." Garry Cannon

was there, and would be glad to
see him, he knew, but he was in
no mood for Cannon's blunt sym¬
pathy, and It was deliberately that
he turned and struck aeross the
fields through which he had com*

to 8omerton that first day.
The entrance to the woods

where he had found the body of
John Smith was strewn with
dead and dying leaves. The foot¬
path was almost covered with
them. The tall bracken was

brown and withered and help¬
lessly bending earthward.

It was autumn In the world,
autumn In the Fortune Hunter's
heart, as he went on, without
glancing to the right or left, and
out Into the field on the other
side, shut off by the five-barred
gate.

It was here that he had sat a
little less than seven weeks ago,
on his elght-and-twentleth birth¬
day, and counted his few remain-
lnng shillings. He had been
happy. In a careless way, and
since then he had known a far
greater happiness, mingled with
all the sorrow of the world. And
now that, too, was endod, and It
seemed to the Fortune Hunter
almost as if life Itself must end
hers where It had begun. . . .

He put his arms on the top of
the gate and looked across the
barren field to the wood beyond
and the thin spire of Somerton
Church, which was all he could
see of the village. The river and
Cherry Lodge were shut out by
the trees, but he saw them all
as faithfully as If they were
there before his eyes.as he
would see them to his dying day.
And he thought of Anne and

the way she had clung to htm
only last night in the dark land¬
ing.

"If you had left me, I should
have followed you to the end of
the world. Promise me you will
stay.promise me!"
How many times in the future

would not her words come back
to torture him with doubt. Had
it been the right thing to go?
Ought he to have stayed? But It
was too late now; by his own ac¬
tion he had written the end to
the story.
Finished! The word seemed

blazoned acroe the gray sky and
the brown, barren field.
The first ray of morning sun¬

shine pierced the clouds and
touched ' the Fortune Hunter's
haggard face with kind rallery.
The beginning of a new day,
which for him was the end of
everything. '1

There was probably no more
miserable man In Somerton that
night than old Fernie, aa he
walked slowly away from Cherry
Lodge through the darkness, his
pipe hanging cold and dejected
from between his llgs, his hsnds
thrust .1eep Into the pockets of
his corduroy breeches.

A MESSAGE FROM MABEL
How a Father Who Imposed Upon His Only Daughter Made a

Suggestion That Reacted in a Way He Little Imagined
By Ella Randall Pearce. -

Mr. FOSTER HOLT came

into the room where his
daughter sat drooping

wearily opposite a floor clock

that pointed to the hour of 11'30

p. m. He wore a Jaunty air aet

off by a purple boutonierre and

his eyes were bright and his

recognize you as a power to be

dealt with, see? More ambition,
that's what you need.and confi¬
dence. Then you'll be a real
money-maker. And you can do
it.YOU!"
He pointed a finger at her and

posed superbly. "Don't miss it,
Mabel. You'll find a message
for yourself.and you'll learn
how to grow and rise and lift
yourself out of a humble and
sordid environment."
His gesture of disdain took in

his modest surroundings. al¬
though Mabel had always felt
that they had a very cosy little
home. And she had tried hard
to maintain it since her mother's
death. She had been wage-
eartier. housekeeper and guardian
of her father's comfort all in one.

smile as fresh as though It were

morning.
"Hello, Mabel. 81tting up for

old daddy, eh?" he greeted her
blithely. "Well, well, that's a

good little girl. Get my phone
message all right?"
Mabel tried to emulate his air

of cheerfulness, but a tone of
reproach would creep into her
voice. "I got your message after
dinner was ready. And I had
some special dishes, dad. Just
what you "

"Yes, yes. I know. Too had If
you went to any extra trouble."
Mr. Holt expanded his chest and
slapped It soundly. "I met Geers
.old Joe.and "his wife, you
know. And they invited me to
dinner. Then we took in a

lecture."
He wheeled briskly and beamed

upon his daughter. "Say. Mabel,
you ought to have been there.
Done you good. It's the new

philosophy. You Just tap a secret
spring and there's no limit to
your resources." Mr. Holt made
a sweeping gesture and balanced
himself airily on his well-shod
feet.
"You need some more "pep,"

Mabel. Looking like a faded
flower.and it Isn't midnight
yet."

"Well, I've had rather a hard
day at the office," said Mabel

. apologetically. "And the evening
seemed long."

"That's It.so you sagged.
Musn't ever ¦(, my girl. You
want to gat the new Idea. Train

your sub-conscious mind.

DRIFTING AWAY.
All this time Mr. Foster Holt

had been drifting further and
further away from the industrial
habits of hia former years. He

had gone from one business posi¬
tion to another, always complain¬
ing that the work was beneath
him. or he was misunderstood, or

underpaid; and lately he had not

been working at all.
More and more he had been

looking at his daughter for sup¬
port; and Mabel, out of affection
and sympathy, and blinded not a

little by her charming father's
eloquence and excuses, carried

her burdens and made her sac¬

rifices without resentment or com¬

plaint.
The next morning at breakfast

Mr. Foster Holt reminded hia

daughter again of the great op¬

portunity awaiting her. "Why,
we should be living on a much
higher plane than this," he af¬
firmed buoyantly. "Take In those
lectures. Mabel. Get your mes¬

sage. Wake up your mind, and
Success is yours! And, by the
way, can you let me have >6?
Going down to the Island on a

little motoring trip. Looking
over name real estate." He
caught Mabel's eye and added
sheepishly;
"May be a chanee for tne to get

a little rake-off myself. Then
I'll pay you hack the V.with in¬
terest. And, if I'm not

hack early, go to bed like a good
little girl."
Hut Mabel did not go to bed

early that evening. Instead she
looked over the* program her
fafher had given her antfdedded
to go to the lecture hall. "How
to Grow a Personality" was the
caption of the lecture scheduled
for that night.
Mabel smiled dryly. "That's

what Dad thinks I need.person¬
ality and 'pep.' I am getting ter-

' dull and slow. But I guess
all work and no play Is as bad
for Jill as It is for Jack!"
So Mabel went willingly and

hopefully to get her message. And
perhaps the psychological moment
had come.who knows?.for Mabel
Holt to hear a few plain truths
about the complex business of liv¬
ing.

¦ She sat like one In a mesmeric

spell beneath the unfolding of a

new science, a new viewpoint.
Her spirit expanded and absorbed
the new Ideas like a sponge. She
went home with clarifying
thoughts on individual rights and

privileges. She had received her

message.but not In the way Fos¬
ter Holt had Intended!
Breakfast was always a hearty

meal for Mabel, but the next even¬

ing when the dinner had been

cleared away, Mr. Holt playfully
asked her If she was beginning to

grow- a personality.
"Well, Dad, I guess my person¬

ality will grow If It gqts a fair

chance," returned Mabel cheer¬

fully. "And the first thing I'm
ment."
"Good! Oot a better Job In

sight?" asked her father, with

beaming countenance.

going to do is change my environ-

"Better In many ways. You

know It was a terrifcle grind for

me at the offloe. And Cousin

Clare has asked me to go South
with her and help her In her re¬

search work."
"Oh, that.p<>oh! Let Cousin

Clare do her own gypsing, If she
Will."
"But I've always wanted to do

a' bit of g5psylng, too," inter¬
rupted Mabel. "And I told Clare
today I would go."
"Tou told Clare? Why, I

thought that idea was given up
long ago!" Mr. Holt began to

bluster. "You can't do it, Ma!>el!
Here's your home.your father.
your duty."
"The home is too much for me

to carry.alone.so I am giving it
up." Mal>el spoke with a firm¬
ness and composure she had never

shown before. "Dad. I hop? you
won't be angry if I speak plainly,
but 1 must have my freedom for
a while. And it isn't as If you
really needed me, you know."
Mabel unconsciously copied her

father's expansive gesture and
dramatic tones. "Why, you are

still young.and well.and strong.
You have friends and opportuni¬
ties. You will manage."
She linked her arm with her

father's and smiled archly Into bis
bewildered face.
"Tap the secret spring of your

resources. Dad. And I'll be grow¬
ing 'pep' and personality and.and
when I come back Hervoice
wavered andjier eyes were moist.
'Dad. dear, we'll be so proud of
each other.when I come back!"

The Ragged City Madonna
Bf ELIZABETH M. JOYCE. ¦

a 8 Maria Roaaie emerged
from the alley with the lit¬
tle Antonio In her arma

ahe almost ran Into * cart of
Christmas evergreena.
"The Feaat ot the Nativity,"

murmured Maria devoutly, and
then folded little Antonio closer
under her worn shawl as ths
baby readied out from the fra¬
grant evergreens.
Maria's dark ayes were aad,

hut not hopeless, as she trudged
along. It was true that she had
been somewhat disappointed In
this new country to which Lulgl
had brought her, but perhaps that
had been because he was 111 so

much lately and, too, bscause her
clothing was too thin for this cold
climate and food was none too
plentiful.
Of course, when T>uigi recov¬

ered and the winter wan over,
everything would be all right.
It waa only for a short time that
the land of their dreams had
failed them, but ah, the feast of
the Nativity was almost here and
little Antonio was reaching out
for the first time after the joy*
of Christmas.and she had noth¬
ing to give him.
"There must be a way," Maria

said to herself confidently. "Oh,
there muat be a way and I will

kfiud It."
Presently from a tower of a

church ths chimes melodiously
pealed out ths hour and Maria
paused. Amid the throng of
eager, hurrying people she stood
3till for a moment and then her
troubled face cleared and hsr
lyes grew eoft.
Holding her baby Close, ahe en-

tared the church and knelt down
rsvsrsoUy la Uu last ps«, Xw

a long time she knelt there while «

the peace of the holy place gradu¬
ally stole over her and calmed her

troubled spirit, and little Antonio
wont to sleep In her arms.

But at length from out the dim¬
ness of the great sanctuary one

object began to stand out clearer
and clearer as her eyes grew ac¬

customed to the shadows. It was

a window close to the chancel
that a ray of sunshine had found
and as it traveled it brought out
in the rich colors of a great
painting the* figures of the Blessed
Virgin and the Holy Child.
As the window brightened In

the sunlight. Maria's eyes became
Uxed on It as If fascinated. Then
slowly she rose from her knees
and moved nearer and nearer to
the wonderful picture. When at
last she reached It she sank on

her . knees and holding out the
sleeping child In her arms she
prayed softly.
"Ave Maria! Ave Maria! Help

.pity!" %

Did she Imagine It. or did the
form of the Blessed One bend
over her, consolingly? And did
the little hands of the Holy Child
stretch out In benediction over
her own little one?
Maria was cold and clad In rags

and had eaten little for days so
that Luigl, her sick husband,
might have the more. Just what
happended, she did not know, but
suddenly she fet sure that her
prayer for help would be answer¬
ed and weak and faint she sank
to the floor before the sunlit Ma¬
donna, with a low cry of Joy-
But as the woman In rags sank

down exhausted, another woman,
clad In furs and silks, rose hastily
from a Hark aorotr H the church
UtPtttflK

"Oh, you poor creature: Tall me

how I can help you," she said, In

a voice so gentle that Maria

opened her dark eyes wonderlng-
]y and then closed them again
with a sigh of gratitude.
"Oh. it ia true. It is true." she

murmured. "1 came to the Bleated
Virgin for help and aha haa
aent you to me."
"And I came for comfort," re¬

plied the richly dreaaed woman.

"Sine* laat Chriatmaa I have loat
my little child and did not know
how I could endure this one with
all its memoriea. But perhaps
in helping you I may find In a

measure the comfort I sought
when I entered this church."
"Let my little Antonio comfort

you, sweet lady," Maria said
eagerly, with her soft Italian ac¬

cent. "This will ha his first
Christmas and I will shar» him
with you for the sake " she
raised her eyes reverently to the
richly stained window pf the Holy
Child."
"You would do this for me.a

stranger?" asked the
'

bereaved
mother. "Oh, I have been selfish
In my great sorrow. No, I, too,
will try to be brave and helpful.
for His nake. Come, I will take
you home."
Bo the ragged Madonna came

out of the church with her pale
face aglow with hope and the
sad eyed woman in her rich gar¬
ments helped her gently Into her
waiting car.
The chimes in the tower once

more rang out the paaalng hour
as tha little party drove off, and
within the church the ffcoe of the
blue robbf-d Madonna looked calm
%nd peaceful as .he wandering
my of aunahlae slowly Jled away
and left It M before la the dim

THE LOVE LETTERS HE NEVER GOT
The Story of a Man Who Imagined He Had Been Rejected and

Who Came Back After Years Only to Find He Had
Made a Heartrending Mistake.

By Bertha R. IV^cDonald."
IT wan Saturday. A ¦trained,

puzzled look came into the
man's eyes which otherwise.

In spite of his thirty-four years,
gleamed boyishly. His broad shoul¬
ders relaxed, and as he continued
on his way along the unfamiliar
street his faca settled Into wistful
lines. Whichever way he looked he
could see nothing.absolutely noth¬
ing.that belonged to his past.

In spite of the humble cottages
that once flanked either side of
the street, there were ambitious
business blocks or bouses of a pre¬
tentious elegance undreamed of In
his youth. Even the grand old
maples which used to meet over¬

head were not the same. Many of
them had been thinned out and re¬

placed here and there by closely
clipped shrubs, which gave the
place an air of being a well-kept
park.
As the long street became more

sparsely settled, ending finally in
an open space, the soft ripple of
water set his heart to beating suf¬
focatingly. He was thankful that
at last he had come to something
with which he was familiar!
Laughing to himself, he scram-

? bled down the bank of the old
creek and flung himself at the
foot of the old tree around which
centered so many happy memories.
Witfc the familiar sights and
sounds it seemed as though the
very flood gates of his memory
were suddenly forced wide open.

It was here that he and pretty
Hue Kaston had held their trysts.
Here he had carved their initials
on the bark of this vary tree,
Inclosing them both In the well-
defined outlines of a heart. He
recalled again the summons to
take up his career in a great
city.how reluctant he had been
about telling Hue.how, finally,
he had written tfre letter ex¬

plaining the situation, declaring
his unswerving devotion, and ex¬

pressing the hope that she re¬

ciprocated to the extent of wait¬
ing a little while until he could
send for her.

An Odd Postoffloe.
He had placed the letter in

their regular postoffice, which
was a hollow in the tree, with a

small, round hole for an opening.
He remembered the day he Had
hIh the bark down to make a
door large enough to admit their
hands and how they had agreed

BEST LITTLE DEVIL
A STORY OF A SEASIDE FLIRTATION

And How an Overheard Conversation
Did Much to Alter a Girl's

Career in Life.
By Lily Wandel

? COULDN'T let you make
*.1 such a sacrifice, Judy,"
A Kurt Belew »¦*« saying

firmly, "it wouldn't be fair to

you.nor to Dave Rugfrles."
"Dave Rugglcs!" Judy laughed

amusedly, "why. Kurt, you old
silly, Dave has not the slightest
claim on me! It's been a wish-
washy school girl and boy friend¬
ship. mo nothing compared to

our deep love. dear. You're not
jealous'.'" She laid her bobbed
head against his tweed coat.
"Kurt. Pave Ruggles has never

breathed a word of love to me.

he's a kid. that's all."
"And what are you. Judy?"

laughed Kurt, then in an in¬
stant he was serious again.
"Judy, certain conventions must
be upheld; they are the laws of
society. Two persons, simply bo-
cause they love each other, can¬

not break any convention and get
away with it!"

"That's because their love has
not been big enough!" answered
Judy heatedly.
Kurt shook bis head gloomily.

"It can't be done; others have
tried it before!"
He got up from the sand, re¬

frained from kissing her, though
.he held up her lips temptingly.'*
"Judy, you're wonderful, but.
really," he hesitated for a mo¬

ment, "Judy, be sensible and let's
.ay good-by!"
"You don't mean it, Kurt,"

answered Judy gravely, "you're
Ju«t a big, fire man'.'" Kurt
squeezed the hand she had laid
in his and looked out at the sea.

"I'm going to take the midnight
train," he added almost cau¬

tiously.
In Judy's brown eyes came a

wonderful light she suppressed a

little laugh. "Kurt,*' she cried
Impulsively, "will you wait "here
five or ten minutes. I Just want
to run to the hotel.I want to
give you something for your
trip." Ha looked after her fleet¬
ing form with wondering, re¬
lieved eyes.

In her bedroom Judy hastily
pulled out her hag and thrust in
a few things. "What'll he say. I
wonder, when I tell hint I am

giving him myself for the trip
and for always!" Her ayes shone,
and then like a flash she snapped
off the lights and stood perfectly
still. In the next room were

voices.her mother's and father-
er's.

"I wonder where Judy is
again" she heard her mother ask.»

"Don't worry," came her fath¬
er's deep reply. "She'll take care

of herself. You know Judy."
"Oh. Dad, you're unobservlng,

out of date! Judy will fall in
love a couple of times, they'll be
passionate. dreadful loves.I
know, Dad because Judy has my
nature and I know what I went
through until I met you or
rather realized thaN your good,
solid, reliable qualities were the
thing to love and hold!" Judy
eould hear her father kiss her
mother. She smiled, an hour
later Kurt would klsa her, too!

"I forgot." her father said after
> * bis jrassn. "how glrla and boys

t

are. but you know, Jane, 1 think
that Kuggies boy < a good chap.
Now don't you think our Judy
likes hijn?"
"Perhaps they're young; friend¬

ship may develop into love. I
wouldn't even hint at such a

thing to Judy, but, really. Dad,
he hag qualities like you have! I
ani sure his mother never had
the trouble with him that Mrs.
Berlew had with Kurt!"

"Trouble, what kind?" Judy lis¬
tened breathlessly. "Did they
know of his marriage?"
"Oh, nothing serious.just an¬

noying. Everlasting flirtations,
Mrs. Berlew was telling me.
Why, !>ad, you know in college
a flirtation got so serious, at
least the girl took it that way,
that Kurt, in an awful corner,
told her he was married!" Judy
clutched the footboard of the bed.
"Of course he isn't?" asked her

father.
"No, certainly not. But th«

poor boy had let the thing go too
far and dkl not know how to get
out of It without being a cad.'*
Kurt Belew. slowly pacing the

beech, was surprised by a gpy
little laugtr in hack of him. He
turned quickly to a very much
out-of-breath Judy.

"I can't stay a minute," she
said hurriedly, but smilingly: "I
passed Dave Kuggles in the lobby
and I promised him the next
dance. Oh, Kurt".she laid her
hand lightly on his coat sleeve.
"will you ever forgive me? Hon¬
est, Kurt, I'm the worst devil In
this whole seashore resort!" she
laughed softly.
"What is it, Judy; I don't quite

get you?"
"That I made a monkey of

you, Kurt, and lt'a a mean
shame!" she patted his sleeve.
"Say you'll forgive me? I knew
right along you weren't married,
but. Kurt, 1 just couldn't reaiat
stringing you along.
"But one thing, honest and in

earnest," she hastened to add,
"I shouldn't have belittled niy
friendship with Dave Rugglea.
even to tease you! Dave has
such qualities.like my dad! And
they are difficult to find in the
world! Now, I must beat It!"
she turned to leave; "hope you
have n fine trip!"
"Judy!" he hurried along; "you

know there isn't any trip.Judy,
can T have the second dance," he
begged almost plaintively.
She tilted hack her head and

smiled a refusal. "I've promised
Dave the second and third, and
then I'm going to bed! Now run
along, little boy, and be good!"
They had reached the hotel porch
and Dave Ruggles rushed up to
claim his dance.
Romehow when Judy felt

Dave's arm slip around her and
they fell In step with the music
the wound that had hurt so much
seemed -entirely healed. Her
mother was wrong. Judy had
passed through one bad love
affair and that one sufficed until
She was ready to love Dave.
"Dave!" she looked up at him,
"ant 1 the best little devlP"
He smiled gravely and shook

his head. "You're an angel.
Judy.' and ha meant U,

to fill the small opening with a

crush of paper If ther« waa any¬
thing Inside.

She was to replace hla latter
with her answer and he lived
over again the agonizing moment
when he had again visited the
poatoffice, only to find hla own

letter Juat Inside the little door
.hla own letter crushed into a

pulpy ball, as though Sue had
wished to lmpreaa upon him her
utter disregard for It.
Of courae, he had left without

seeing her again, nor had 1m
heard from her in any way ex¬

cept a rumor that ahe at ill lived
in Sprlngbrook. Waa she mar¬

ried? Had she any children?
Did she ever give him. the lover
of her girlhood, a single thought?
She was altogether too lovely,
he argued with himself to re¬

main forever unsought and after
all, It was too much to aak a

girl like Sue to bury heraelf in
Sprlngbrook. ^

while he went
forth alone to aeek fame and
fortune. ,

Something, he scarcely real¬
ised what, turned the man's
steps back again In the direc¬
tion of the cottage where Sue
had lived with her mother and
wister. Here waa one place that
time had not changed. Every¬
thing about it was just as he
had remembered, even the old'
knocker which Hue always leapt;
so brightly polished. Yes.and
a coat of fresh white paint, with
green for the shutters! Why.
he remembered as if it were but
yesterday, that the place had
Just received a similar going
over the very day he left town.
But these children! There were '

several in the yard and one little'
girl was the very image of Sue .

"Who.whose children are they?" ,

He asked falteringly of a man who
happened to be paaaing.
"Them? Oh. therey're lira.

Bromley's.most of 'em, anyways
her that was Misa Easton.

One More Victit.
He recalled young Bromley,

but he hadn't been aware that Sue
ever even thought of him. Oh.
well.it was as he had expected. *

He had been foolish after all to
subject himself to this unnecessary
heartache. He found hla way back
to the hotel and after a sleepless
night decided to make one more
trip to the tree on the bask or
the creek, before shaking the duat
of Sprlngbrook from his feat for
ever. j.

Again an indefinable something
prompted him to open the door or
bark and put his hand Into tne
old postoffice. As he did so he.
touched someething which felt like
an envelope and wonderlngly drew
it out. It seemed to be a letter
and was addressed to him, Mr. Eric
LH<ane In penmanship he naver
could forget.

His hand trembled so that he
could scarcely hold the paper as

,,unfolded it and read: '

Dear Heart.1 don't know
wh> you didn't take my answer
from the tree that day. I placed
It carefully within, closing the
little burk door, and brush* d your
letter into a ball for the round hole
as 1 had forgotten to bring anv
other paper. 1 almost died when I
heard you had left tow n and. found
in our tree only my own letter un¬
opened. For every day of these
Inst ten yeara I have written a let¬
ter for our postoffice, hoping.yes.
believing, that tome day you would
come Sack and find me atlll wait

a"*' you wh«rever you

"SUE EASTON."
He saw It all now. On thai

never-to-be-forgotten day, he had

fhi h .the ir"*hed from
the hole and finding it hla own
Utter had gone on further, think¬
ing Sue had chosen this way to
show him she no longer cared
Qnce more Eric Doane aought the
kaston cottage. A Sunday quiet
brooded over the place, but he "

went briskly up the shaded walk
and struck the braaa knocker
soundly.
The little girl who resembled

Sue opened the door and in re¬
sponse to his Inquiries replied '

quaintly. "Yes. air. Miss Eaaton «

lives here. I'm Susie Bromlev .

and she's my auntie. She's to -

church now and she hated to go.
too. 'cause Miss Perkins, she's
our next door neighbor, she's
been calling Auntie Hue an old
maid. She talked to the whole
missionary society 'bout it. Said
Auntie Sue kept lettln' on ahe
was still waltln' for some beau
what used to he klnda sweet on ,

her. ljut that everybody in town
knowed ahe'd been plain Jilted,
whatever that la."

Leaving the astonished child .

still chattering. Eric Doane har¬
ried down the walk, up the street
and straight inta the Methodist
church. It required but a few
moments In the rear of the
church, during the huah of pray¬
er. to locate Mlaa Sue Kaston.
and while the hymn waa being
given out, a strange man walked
up the alale. into the Raaton
pew, and helped himself ttneere
moniotisly to a half of Mlaa Sue's
open hymn book. She looked up -

at him and smiled a sweet, wel ,

coming smile, Juat as though *e
had been expecting him, and fcotli
the man and the woman Joined
In the singing
Next day Mlse Perkins, whose

pew happened to he directly hark
of the Carton's, gave out the In
formation, "tiueea there's some
mistake xhoiit that Kaston girl's
hem* a < onflrmed old maid Her
feiiow s tume for her altar alL'


